























Begin Your 
Poster-Stamp 
Collection! 


The new fad—Poster-Stamp Collecting—is all the 
rage. It is an educational delight with all the charm 
of novelty, and none of the frivolity attached to the 
average craze. 


Old and young will find both knowledge and amuse- 
ment in Poster-Stamp collecting because it opens an 
avenue of instruction in art, printing, color and ad- 
vertising. 


Here is your opportunity to start a collection. 


12 LESLIE-JUDGE STAMPS . . 10c 
40 ADVERTISING STAMPS. . 5c 


(American and Foreigo) a 
15 ae A 5c 
(6 re" ie 
15 nee Gareiaec) —C 5c 
oy woe, * te 


60 FAIRY TALES STAMPS. . 5c 


(12 sets of 5 each) 


18 FLOWER STAMPS ... . 10c 
94 BIRD STAMPS. .... . 10c 
95 POULTRY STAMPS. .. . 10c 
1? ANIMAL STAMPS .. . . 10c 
18 INDIAN STAMPS. ... . 10c 
22 CLASSICS and KINGS STAMPS 10c 
18 SPORTS STAMPS. ... . 10c 
60 on TION as eo TES 5c 

1 STAMP a ty . 6¢ 6 * 5c 


Special Offers 


AXY 3 Sets of the 10c Series. . . 5c 
Two Stamp Albums to hold all the 0c 


Motion Picture Series é @ os 
With each order for 25c or over we 5, 
will send the 25c Stamp Album for 1! Cc 


The Coupon is attached for your convenience 


Leslie-Judge Company 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 
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Fruits of Leisure 


HE SCOPE of social amusement is 
always broadening. 

The ape, modishly dressed, has contrib- 
uted to the gayety of din- 
ner parties in select circles; 
but there seems to have 
developed a sentiment that 
the ape is not likely to attain 
social prominence on his 
merits, and so he is nowa- 
days mostly seen in a cage 
at the zoo or in vaudeville. 
Of course he still flourishes 
in his native wild. 

But dogs are becoming more and more 
prominent with the idle and leisurely. 
One distinguished dog not long ago de- 
scribed the intricate mazes of the new 
dances with his proud master in the ball- 
room of a fashionable hotel at White 
Sulphur Springs. It is needless to add 
that both were applauded. 

There are dogs and dogs. Some dogs 
are well bred, others are mere mutts. 
Some dogs are among the 
most faithful and devoted 
of creatures, and others 
will growl if you but look 
at them, and bite upon op- 
portunity. Some dogs are 
so well-to-do that they have 
no appetite for anything 
but the most delicious fare, 
while other dogs know not 
where to get a bone. It is 
with dogs much as it is 
with human beings, for the 
dog has cast his lot with 
mankind. And yet a dog 
has no right, per se, to 
social prominence. 

But if a dog has no 
such right, what right has 
a pig? A woman of fash- 
ion in London the other 
day brought forth a pretty 
pig, gayly dressed with 
ribbons and furbelows, and 
set the animal to the doing 
of tricks for the pleasure 
of onlookers. It is true 
that there have been what 
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were called educated pigs, which seemed 
to perform marvels of calculation in 
shows to which admission fees were 
charged. But never before, to JuDGE’s 
knowledge, has a pig had a social ‘*com- 
ing out.’”’ 

Leisure, what foibles are practiced in 
thy name! 


Rural vs. Urban Soctability 


HE COMPLAINT is often heard that 
people are less sociable in the city 
than in the country. This disparity in 
sociability is, however, more apparent 
than real. It is true that a man on a 
country road will usually nod or speak a 
word of greeting to the stranger he meets, 
while a man on acity street will seldom 
do so; but we must remember that one 
meets few men on country roads, while on 
a city street one meets hundreds. 
Imagine a man trying to be so sociable 
as to speak to every one he meets as he 
walks along Broadway after the theater. 
He may have the most sociable of inten- 
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tions, but, quite aside from the interfer. 
ence of the police, the feat would be 
physically impossible. City folk must 
limit their bows somehow, 
and so they speak only to 
a comparatively few with 
whom they have previously 
come into more or less in- 
timate contact. The coun- 
try man marvels that the 
city man is unacquainted 
with his neighbor; but, 
then, he doesn’t stop to 
think that in the space occupied by two 
neighboring families in the country thou- 
sands may be tenemented in the city. 
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Brief Decisions 


NEws dispatches tell us that they have 
had a small earthquake down in Ja- 
maica. The information finds us wonder- 
ing whether or not these periodical at- 
tacks of cosmic indigestion down there 
cannot be cured with a copious libation 
of Jamaica ginger poured into the 
affected parts. 
“HSIp 
x The Boston Transcript 
says that conversation is a 
lost art in America, be- 
cause we have no longer 
any good talkers. Nay, 
nay, Pauline! ’Tis not so, 
however much it doth ap- 
pear tobe so. The trouble 
is that America has not 
now, never has had and 
never will have a noticeable 
supply of good listeners. 
If there are any lost arts 
over here, one of the most 
conspicuous among the 
missing is the art of si- 
lence. 





A Bible published in Lon- 
don in 1712 was sold in Cali- 
fornia for $22,500. We 
knew that some things were 
pretty rare out in Califor- 
nia, but we had no idea that 
Bibles were as scarce a8 
that anywhere. 
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Delaware's peach crop is reported very fine this year 


Worth Knowing 


IF THERE is aught I yearn to know, 
It is the way of womankind— 

The secret of the smiles which glow, 
The passing thoughts 

within her mind; 
Why fads and follies 
7? surely find 
/ A welcome warm, yet 


7 / bring distress, 
Ly And, asked for kisses 
when we’ve dined, 


Why she says No, when she means Yes. 
1. Walter Utting. 
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Safety Appliance Lacking 

“‘Didn’t you say, ’’ demanded the young 
man of the captain, ‘‘that this ship was 
equipped with all appliances for human 
safety?’’ 

“*T did.’”’ 

“‘Then how does it happen that I now 
find myself engaged to a lady I did not 
know when the vessel left her pier?”’ 


Her Excuse 
“Susie Bumkum is very fond of out- 
door sports.”’ 
“Oh, is she?’’ 
“Yes; she offered that as an excuse 
for going out riding with Mrs. Jenks’s 
husband last Sunday !’’ 





A Plaustble Theory 
‘‘Why is a man’s skull made in sec- 
tions, instead of all in one piece?’’ asked 
Johnny, who had just taken up physiology. 
‘‘So that it will stretch at the seams 
and not burst when he gets the ‘swell- 
head,’’’ answered father. 


Waived 
‘‘Tommy, how often must I tell you to 


wash your hands?”’ 
‘You needn’t do it at all, mother.”’ 
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‘* Tomkins, come and hold me up while I try that 
new tango step ”’ 


“If She Knows How To Wear Her 
Clothes !” 


QNE'S features may be all mismates— 
Too large her mouth—too small her 
nose; 
But these are veiled by gentle fates, 
If she knows how to wear her clothes! 


Her figure’s beauty may not be 
Such as the armless Venus shows; 
But that she’s lovely all agree, 
If she knows how to wear her clothes! 


A slender purse may put fine gear 
Beyond her reach; yet will her pose 
Be opulent, because the dear, 
Sweet girl knows how to wear her 
clothes! 


She may not have the slightest ken 
Of things a college maiden knows; 
But she will win the hearts of men, 


If she knows how to wear her clothes! 
—Lida Keck Wiggins. 


A Loophole 


‘‘Here is a preparation of my own,”’ 
said the druggist. ‘‘It will cure you 
when everything else fails.’’ 

‘‘But I haven’t tried everything else 
yet,’’ remonstrated the customer. 


Life is real, but some of its perform- 
ances are only vaudeville. 

















Percy Patches a Ruined Life 
By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 


«YOu SENT for me?’’ asked 
Percy. 

**Yes,’’ replied Gladys embar- 
rassedly. 

“You have re- 
considered and wish 
to change your an- 
swer?’’ 

“‘I do,’”’ she ad- 
mitted, twisting 
her handkerchief. 

‘*Why?’’ demand- 
ed Percy suspicious- 
ly. ‘*You almost jeered at my pre- 
sumption in proposing to you.’’ 

‘*[ miss you,’’ confessed Gladys. 
‘*You came so often.”’ 

“I see,’’ said Percy coldly. ‘‘I 
became a habit, and you have de- 
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cided that taking me would be easier 
than taking a cure. I refuse to be 
a dose.’”’ 

‘*But you’ve got to marry me!’’ she 
cried desperately. ‘‘You’ve ruined my 
life, and if you don’t do the right thing, 
[I'll sue you or something !’’ 

‘*What?’’ he gasped. 

Gladys lacerated her corsage bouquet 
in tearful silence. 

**Did I not invariably provide a limou- 
sine when I took you out?’’ demanded the 
aggrieved swain. ‘‘And see that you 
didn’t stand in a draft when you had be- 
come overheated by dancing? Did I ever 


Mabel—He seems awfully green for a college graduate. 


fail to bring you home before you got too 
much champagne?’’ 

**Oh, you did all of those things,’’ con- 
ceded Gladys, drying her eyes with the 
care necessary to preserve her complex- 
ion. ‘But sitting up with you till twelve 
o’clock three or four nights in the week 
gave me chronic insomnia. Save me, 
Percy !’’ she begged. ‘‘I was always so 
deliciously sleepy after an evening with 
you!’’ 

‘*I’ll be hanged if I'll be a sleeping 





GIVING UP HIS SECRET 


Boatman— What's the matter, mister ? 


Landsman—I—I'’m ho—o—me—sick ! 


Maud—lIt was an agricultural college. 


powder!’’ shouted Percy. Then the lure 
of her tempting red lips overcame him. 

**T’ll tell you what I’ll do,”’ craftily 
proposed he. ‘‘I’ll be your fiance.’’ 

“You darling!’’ she murmured, at- 
tempting to wind her soft, white arms 
around his neck. 

‘*Wait!’’ commanded Percy, embold- 
ened by her instant acquiescence. ‘‘ Will 
you furnish the ring?’’ 

Gladys demurred, but finally agreed. 

‘And you swear that you will not sue 
me for breach of promise when I break 
the engagement?’’ 

She swore, as there were no witnesses 
and he could not hold her to the oath. 

The rest was easy. That night Gladys 
sent the announcement to the newspapers, 
and rather than have people believe that 
he had been jilted, Percy married her. 

When they had passed through the rice 
shower to the seclusion of their drawing- 
room, Percy took the bride upon his knee. 

‘‘Darling,’’ he coaxed, with the doubt 
born of much knowledge, ‘‘tell me the 
real reason you became so determined to 
marry me, after having once refused me.”’ 

Knowing that alimony is just as good 
as pin money, Gladys could afford to do 
as a dutiful wife should—tell her husband 
everything. 

‘When I rejected you,’’ she sighed, ‘‘I 
thought I had the other fellow hooked. 
But he got away.’’ 

Percy gulped hard, then consoled him- 
self with a kiss and the thought, ‘‘It is 
better to be second choice than not to be 
chosen at all.”’ 


If Congress was composed of women, 
there would be some contest for the 
speakership. 








Pedagogic Promises 
By JOHN KENDRIC '‘K BANGS 


MY TEACHERS in the ancient days 
Made promises galore 

Of honors waiting on my ways 
If I would study more. 

“You'll make your fortune, lad,’’ said one; 
‘‘A fortune vast, immense.’’ 

My present store of wealth will run 
To forty-seven cents! 


“*You’ll rank among the wisest men 
In all our wondrous land.”’ 

That was the promise made me then 
By all the teaching band. 

I plugged away both night and day 
The sage’s prize to win, 

And now, no matter what I say, 
Folks merely sit and grin! 


Another one remarked that if 
To effort hard I bent, 

Some day the glory I should sniff 
Of being President. 

Yet when for alderman I ran, 
The noble populi 

All voted for the other man 
And left me high and dry. 


“‘Remember, child, that knowledge ripe 
Is power everywhere,’’ 

Said they. I thought it was a pipe, 
A cinch beyond compare 

I studied hard and knowledge gained— 
For that I’ve no regret— 

But for the power I obtained— 
I’m waiting for it yet! 


Mayhap ’twill come, and then again 

Mayhap it won’t come by; 
But, anyhow, when teaching men 

Begin to prophecy 
That some day any child of mine 

Will be our President 
If in his studies he shall shine, 

I’! take those aforesaid teachers off into 
a dark corner somewhere and tell them 
straight to their faces that if they ever 
dare to repeat such pestiferous political 
piffle in the presence of my boy again, I 
will give them something direct from my 
shoulder that will leave no doubt whatso- 
ever in their prophetic souls what I think 
of such drivel, and make them wish that, 
like the soldiers in Byron’s poem on the 
battle of Waterloo, they were lying in 

One red burial blent! 


HIGH FINANCE 


Cynthia—But, Jack, I can’t marry you. You don’t make enough money to support two. 


Impressionable 


First yegg—Handsome Hal has broken 
away from many a copper, but they’ve 
landed him at last. 

Second yegg—Overpowered him, eh? 

First yegg—Not exactly. The depart- 
ment sent a handsome policewoman after 
him, and he couldn’t resist her. 


Forced Economy 


Little Mary (plaintively, as she sadly 
surveys the meager dinner)—Has Lent 
come again, mamma? 

Her mother—No, my child; papa has 
bought tickets for the grand opera. 


At the Movies 


Tess—Why were you weeping in the 
picture show? 
Jess— It was a moving picture. 


Jack—But then we would be one. 


His Complaint 


«¢ THE thing that makes me maddest, 
when the picnic is spoiled by the 
weather,’’ confessed Grout G. Smith, the 
well-known misanthrope, ‘‘is the thought 
that while the festivities here are being 
dvused and dimmed. by a downpour of 
rain, away off somewhere, where there 
isn’t a durn thing going on, the sun is 
shining brightly and all nature smiles.’’ 


Her Little Game 


A wily young widow named Weed, 

As graceful and slim as a reed, 
Sighed, ‘‘For poor darling Jack 
I shall always wear black 

(For it’s very becoming, indeed).’’ 


One of the most disagreeable of bad 
habits is the habit of not having any. 
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A PARTIAL ECLIPSE 
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HE OWNER of the Seabird 
stepped luxuriously out 
upon the after-deck (or 
quarter-deck or whatever 
deck it is that owners 
step luxuriously out upon) 
and sank into a willow 

chair, which crackled as only very expensive willow chairs 

crackle. He took a handful of ivory poker chips from the 
table and flipped them idly into the silly waves and wondered 
what was to be done. Pembroke Throckmorton was bored. 

The seashore had bored him, the mountains had driven him posi- 

tively frantic. Europe was impossible, everything he had tried 

had been absolutely disagreeable. Asa last resort he had taken 
to his yacht, and now that was becoming deadly dull. 

Pembroke gazed out over the disgustingly broad Pacific and 
sighed. Why couldn’t the chump of a skipper manage to pass 
a romantic derelict or be attacked by pirates or something? 
The skipper should be discharged immediately upon arriving 
home. No skipper with his chosen lifework really at heart 
would allow such an uneventful voyage. 

A telescope rolled from the table to the floor, and Pembroke 
picked it up. He smiled in a reminiscent way, for he had had 
great sport with that telescope when they first started. He 
used to stand on the deck and gaze at the horizon through it, 
and it made him feel quite the bold mariner and discoverer and 
all that sort of thing. He wondered if it would work again, so 
he put it to his eye, focused it and saw—a petticoat! 

**Oh, I say!”’ 

He sprang to his feet and looked again, and there it was! 
A purple petticoat attached to a pole, which was in turn at- 
tached to an island. 

‘“‘On my word, one of those shipwrecked chaps—regular 
shipwrecked chap! No, no! Can’t be a chap. Shipwrecked 
chaps don’t use petticoats to signal. It’s a girl! Fancy a 
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shipwrecked girl! How odd! How very, 
very odd!’’ 


Robinson Crusoette Pembroke was excited. One could 


almost notice an expression on his face. 
He pulled the skipper out of his magazine. 

‘*Captain, fast as you can, over to that 
island! Shipwrecked girl! Silly, isn’t 
it? Wonder what’s just proper to say to her. Hope she hasn’t 
had a rough time of it—especially if the weather’s been un- 
kind to her clothes! I guess—she’s a petticoat to spare!’’ 

Presently Pembroke was putting off in the launch, standing 
in the bow, as all rescuers should, holding a flag. It was his 
yacht club pennant, but that didn’t matter. 

When they were close enough, Pembroke jumped to the 
beach and cried, ‘‘I say! Hello!’’ The ‘‘Hello!’’ acted as a 
signal for a score or so of the most outlandishly dressed and 
savage savages to leap from the brush and snatch up Pembroke. 
They dragged him toward the interior, yelling wildly and danc- 
ing a furious war dance, the while waving gaudy pieces of 
cloth, savage-looking jewelry and brillaint feathers. They 
scon came to a village of huts. Pembroke was thrust through 
the door of the largest of these huts into the arms of—Eleanor 
Villington! 

‘“‘Pemby! Youdear! I neverexpected you! It’s positively 
gorgeous of you to call!’’ 

Pembroke blinked for fifty-nine seconds. 

‘*Look here, Eleanor! I got off my yacht to answer a signal 
and was seized by a lot of beasts, and was beginning to wonder 
whether I was to be filet mignon or a la king, when I’m thrown 
at you! You, of all persons! Why, we’ve been saying nice 
things to your memory for four months, and—and even now I’m 
blessed if I can see why you haven’t been eaten by these 
heathen !’’ 

‘It’s as simple as you are, Pemby. Our silly ship went 
down, and the next thing I knew I was propped up between two 














trunks on a raft. I drifted into this 
place one afternoon, just in time for tea, 
and just as they were getting ready to 
serve me for tea cakes, one 


um 

= of the savages yelled. He 
ak 8 had opened the trunks, and 
Vy in a moment the whole tribe 


was into them. It gave me 
an idea. Witha lot of signs 
I took charge of the trunks, 


% and before long I had those 
IN savages dressed to kill in 
Sa £5 my Paris things; and really, 


Pemby, their old finery 
looked like mourning apparel in compari- 
son. Then I taught them a few tango 
and maxixe steps, and their old war 
dances seem like somnambulism now. I 
was a hit. The fat chief (he’s the one 
over there in the green wig) adbicated in 
my favor, and there you are!”’ 

“‘Perfectly marvelous!’’ exclaimed 
Pembroke. ‘‘You’re wonderful, Eleanor; 
but I’d rather talk to ycu on board the 
Seabird. You can tell me all the details 
on our way home _Let’s hurry. Your 
friends will be mad with joy!’’ 

“‘“Gohome, Pemby? Leave this island, 
where I’m absolute boss of all the men I 
see, after I’ve marched in every suffrage 
parade for the last five years and pleaded 
my head off for just such a position as 
this? Well, hardly, Pemby! You run 
along back and tell everybody ‘Hello!’ 
and that President Villington invites 
them to the Republic of Chi Fon over 
any week-end they may choose!”’ 


Watch out for the man who has eaten 
of the Tree of Knowledge and looks as if 
it was a sour crab. 
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HIS CHOICE 


Karl (after inspection of his three newly-arrived brothers) — Father, which of these are we going 


to keep ? 


Fickle Man 


May—Bob has developed into a very 
successful storyteller. 

Fay—I should think he had! Sunday 
he told me I was the only girl he cared 
for, and to-day I saw him at the races 
with the Widow Bornhigh. 


HIS CHEST PROTECTOR 

Doctor—Let me feel your heart action. 

a large foreign growth on your chest. 
Pat—Sure, that’s our cat. 


Ah, most remarkable ! 
I'll have to operaté at once. 


You appear to have 





I think the one in the middle is the best looking. 


What They Expect 


oe QVHAT do socialists expect to gain 
by offensive references to the 
flag?’’ asks the New York World. 

Alas! these poor, misguided souls hope 
to reverse the policy of those who spend 
so much time praising the flag. They 
jump to the foolish conclusion that if sky- 
rocket, spread-eagle apotheoses of the 
flag will fill legislative halls with dilly- 
dallyers and wishy-washers, reviling the 
flag will fill them with sensible legislat- 
ing men of profound sympathies and broad 
vision. Of course the idea is absurd, but 
it is pardonable. So long as one set of 
people hide behind the flag, another set 
will want to tear it down. But why not 
cease talking about the flag and confine 
our attention more exclusively to the 
things that are going on beneath it? 

—Ellis O. Jones. 


Her Preference 


Young Mawks had decided to enlist and 
go to war, and his wife was objecting. 

‘‘But, darling,’’ he argued, ‘‘even if I 
were killed, just think how fine it would 
be to be the widow of a hero!”’ 

‘‘Oh, no, Wilfrid,’’ pleaded the young 
wife earnestly, her mind reverting to a 
familiar proverb; ‘‘I would rather be the 
wife of a live jackass than a dead lion.”’ 
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THE FARMER sows his field of wheat, that he may have 

some flour to eat; and from the time that wheat is sown 
until the time it’s fully grown, it is attacked by every pest, 
which tries to knock it galley west. The weevil and the Hes- 
sian fly assail the wheat, so it will die; the army worm, the 
smut, the rust just lay the poor wheat in the dust. Good wheat 
is worth one buck a throw, and so the blamed stuff will not 
grow. 

But human whiskers, which are worth no smallest coin in 
all the earth, which are a nuisance, first and last, survive the 
winter’s biting blast, the summer heat, the early frost, and 
never bring us what they cost. If whiskers yielded golden 
grain, we'd try to raise a corp in vain; but since they are not 
worth a prune, from all the blights they are immune. 

We plant our corn in stately rows and toil for weary 
weeks with hoes, with rakes and spades and other tools and 
dingbats hauled by frisky mules. And when the stalks are 
growing ears, a big stem-winding drouth appears, with 
zephyrs thick with burning sand, and roasts the cornstalks 
where they stand. And if the winds don’t kill them quite, 
the chinchbugs come along some night, and when we toddle 
out next morn, we find we have no field of corn. 

But whiskers, which will never feed the multitudes, still 
go to seed, producing crops year after year, but ne’er a lus- 
cious ‘‘roasting ear.’’ The chinchbug and the army worm 
ne’er through their tangled masses squirm. Hot winds 
will blow through them in vain; they grow as well as though 
in rain. If whiskers could be made to yield such corn as 
comes from fertile field, they’d wilt in every passing breeze 
or pine away of some disease. Then all the worms and 
bugs and flies would to our whiskers turn their eyes, and 
to destroy these pests so mean, we’d sprinkle them with 
Paris green. 

We toil for long and weary hours to raise a little bed 
of flowers, and when it’s time for them to bloom, the cut- 
worms come and write their doom. 

But whiskers, which will never bear gay petals to per- 
fume the air—fierce, useless things which never yet were 
like the rose or violet—uprear their fronded stalks on 
high and grow and grow and never die. Through drouth 
and flood, through heat and snow, the blamed things simply 
grow and grow. 

Mutually Satisfactory 

Mrs. Crawford—So you find that the best way to man- 
age your husband is to always ask his advice? 

Mrs. Crabshaw—Yes, dear. He’s pleased to have me 
ask him, and I’m pleased because I never follow it. 





Egg View Notes 


ERXY NEFF, our barber, has enlarged his shop by fixing a big 
looking-glass across the back end of it. 

Sid Mowry removed both hands from his pockets Wednes- 
day afternoon, when a gnat got in his eye. 

After trying for more than a year to col- 
lect a small debt from Lem Bushnell, Ote Gim- 
ber, who is ailing, has decided to give it up, as 
Doc Wade told Ote the other day that he had 
been on his feet too much lately. 

Cylindra Berger, who bought a late-style 
hat and dress in Spring Ledge Saturday, wishes 
that Egg View had several streets. 

A city fire department chief and his family 
are visiting the Ludlum’s for a few weeks’ rest, and one of 
the young ones has smashed eleven window lights already. 

One of them there cattle buyers from Pollywog was seen in 
the depot Monday morning, asking the agent about the bull in 
a telegram. 





—Leslie Van Every. 


The Asylum’s Advantage 


At the orphan asylum the childless Mrs. Hathiway, who had 
selected an infant for adoption, suddenly showed trepidation. 

‘‘Will I have to keep the baby, if it doesn’t suit my hus- 
band?’’ she asked hesitatingly. 

‘‘Of course you won’t have to keep it,’’ responded the ac- 
commodating matron. ‘‘You can bring the kid back and ex- 
change it any time. We’re not arbitrary, like the stork.’’ 


” 


When we are very small, we begin stretching for things 
that are out of our reach, and lots of us never get over it. 





FRANK GODWIN 


‘* Is your husband very deaf, Mrs. Grady ?’’ 


‘* Well, he can’t hear the alarm clock mornings, but he can always 
hear the five o'clock whistle afternoons! "’ 














«« TF WE’RE going to separate, it might 
as well happen before we unpack 
and set things to rights,’’ said Hardleigh. 
“*It would save the trouble of my pack- 
ing up again, surely,’’ replied Mrs. Hard- 
leigh. ‘‘But, you know, there are some 
things that can’t be set to rights.’’ 
Well, let’s have it out and done with it.’’ 

They had returned from a summer’s travel. When they set 
out, their luggage had been plastered with foreign labels, 
which were now covered with less cosmopolitan signs of tour- 
ing through various resorts of the Pacific coast to Honolulu and 
back. They had escaped the hardships that recent European 
travelers have encountered, but they had picked up points of 
marital difference on the way. 

“‘There’s no need to go over what we've already talked 
about to no purpose, I suppose,’’ said Mrs. Hardleigh. ‘‘We’ve 
been gone four months. We went away quite well satisfied 
with each other, seemingly, and come back quite dissatisfied 
with each other. What's the logical solution?’’ 

“Divorce. There’s no other.’”’ 

**Perhaps.’’ 

“*Perhaps! 
wherever we 


By J. A. 


‘There you go! 


Why, didn’t we encounter young Frothman 
went? He hung to us like a bill collector. 
Stopped invariably at our hotels—how he managed to know 





Reconciliation 


WALDRON 


where we were to put up is a lively ele- 
ment of suspicion alone—and you mooned 
with him wherever the moon was visible, 
and danced with him wherever there was 


a floor and music. And you remember, 
don’t you, that in Honolulu I discovered 
you with him’’—— 

‘“‘In a boat. Terrible, wasn’t it?’’ And Mrs. Hardleigh 
laughed as though she enjoyed the memory. 

‘*Well, I shall sue for adivorce.’’ And Hardleigh looked it. 


‘‘But you’ll have trouble making out a case. And what of 
my side of the matter?”’ 
‘Your side! Haven’t I been a model husband? You never 


found me talking in tender tones to any woman.”’ 

‘‘I never tried to. But from the time we started out until 
this moment you’ve played golf. Where there was no golf 
course, you buttonholed every man who ever saw one and talked 
in an unknown tongue—unknown to me. You ate golf, drank 
golf and slept golf. I might as well have been married to a 
golf stick. Do you know you haven’t kissed me a dozen times 
in four months? And even now you have your golf kit in hand, 
impatient to get out and swear at the balls or your luck.’’ 

Hardleigh dropped his kit in amazement. ‘‘Why didn’t you 
object, then, to my playing golf?’’ 


Mrs. Hardleigh laughed with a satirical note. ‘‘Object! 
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Why, I think the average man who plays golf would consider 
that alone ground for divorce!’’ 

‘Forgive me, Abigail,’’ said Hardleigh, taking her in his 
arms withakiss. ‘‘I’ma brute! And you don’t care for that 
young puppy?”’ 

‘*You mean Frothman? 
him back. 


What aquestion!’’ And she kissed 


good friend, Smith, also in a bathing suit. Mr. Smith had 

never met Mrs. Jones, end they were accordingly introduced. 
Some days later, having returned to her home in the city, 
Mrs. Jones was riding on the street car, when some man entered 
the car and seated himself opposite her. The man looked up, 
smiled and began nodding his head. Thinking it somebody try- 
ing to pick up a flirtation 





**And you don’t mind if I 
run out to the Delirium Course ae 
for the rest of the day, while ———— Kae’ 
you get the luggage to rights? —— 
I'll stay in this evening, dear, 
and we’!! make up our foolish 
differences. ”’ 

*‘Of course I don’t mind, 
dear.”’ 

And Hardleigh was off in 
a jiffy. 

He hadn’t been gone ten 
minutes before Mrs. Hard- 
leigh, at the telephone, invited 
Jack Frothman down to help 
her get the luggage to rights. 


Not Quite Familiar 


Mr. and Mrs. Jones, in 
their bathing suits, were 
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| with her, she naturally ig- 


2 . nored him. 


Suddenly alight seemed to 
dawn upon her, and she ex- 
claimed, loud enough for 
other passengers sitting near 
to hear her plainly, 

‘*Why, how do you do, Mr. 
Smith? I didn’t recognize 
you with your clothes on.’’ 

A very broad smile spread 
over the faces of the other 
passengers, and Mrs. Jones 
hurriedly left the car at the 
next stop. 


On the Job 


Crawford—You should be 
happy having a wife to over- 
look things in your house. 

Crabshaw—Take it from 
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—Charles Alma Byers. 
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strolling on the sand at the 
beach one day, when they 
chanced to meet Mr. Jones’s 


We will stop the machine, so he will 


Oavner— Hold on there, my man! 
not be frightened 
Farmer—That won't do no good. 


me, my boy, there’s mighty 


He's afraid of the chauffeur. little I do that she overlooks. 
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Meal Tickets 


By VAN ZO POST 





HEN once its proceeds are digested, 

is there anything so utterly gone 

as a punched meal ticket? And if it was 
of social eminence enough 

La, to require a dinner call, 

i why, the little pest has 

. “_ simply piled that debt upon 
a\ Ae us, only to be liquidated 

' oe, - . 

f by dyking up in a frock 
coat and top hat and knock- 
ing some Sunday after- 
noon’s fun into a cocked 
hat! To be sure, if we 
make half a dozen digestion visits, it aver- 
ages down the cost of time, laundry and 
wear on clothes; but a man with six din- 
ner calls to make is either a professional 
mealer or stung with a social ambition, 
upon either of which the rain of this phi- 
losophy refuses to fall. 

We are willing to sprinkle it on the 
just when gathered in small bunches at 
long intervals, in the hope of enfranchis- 
ing them, and over the joyous fellowship 
of the unjust we would pour its last drop 
as blithely as we would sacrifice three 
Saturday nights’ baths running; but on 
the social grafter or climber, only the 
lightnings of our wrath shall fall! 

As the social prominence of the meal 
ticket wanes past the necessity for a din- 
ner call, it is odds on that everything but 
the food improves, bringing you nearer 
the ideal of Epicurus: 

“‘Ask not what shall I eat, but with 
whom. ’’ 










IN THE VERNACULAR 


Boss—Mr. Smithers, deliver this brassy—er—this letter at the links— 
I mean the bank. I've got to go to a funeral this afternoon. 








Emerson Beaconstreet— Pater, one couldn’t correctly mention the children of the Czar as Czardines, could one ? 


As your coattails shorten into a dinner 
jacket for the fiesta, so the odds on indi- 
viduality, stimulus and charm among the 
guests lengthen. When your shirt-bosom 
acreage under cultivation shrinks to the 
plot shown by a business suit, or, if it be 
in the joyous summertime with vests es- 
chewed, maintains a constant area, but 
exchanges the sepulchral whiteness of 
evening convention for cheerful colors 
and starchless collars, then odds cease, 
the doctrine of chances is torn up, and to 
a dead cinch certainty everybody there 
will be all themselves and just themselves 
and will expect the same of you. 

Then at last will mind 
triumph over matter, the 
people profit you more 
than the food, and, now 
here, now there, the 
changing light or expres- 
sion flashes from some 
face a likeness, or, if you 
have the gift, material- 
izes from the empty air 
the kindly, intelligent 
features of Epicurus him- 
self. Then catch his eye 
and watch to whom it 
turns as for a given sign. 
For an it be a woman, you 
and she could love each 
other, if you but do your 
best; and if it be a man, 
he could be your friend 
and kindred spirit 
through the waste. 

Evolution, spurred on 
by economic demand, has 
produced hornless cattle, 


spineless cacti and seedless oranges; so no 
wonder she goes right on perfecting her 
masterpiece of all the kingdoms, the 
bachelor girl. Very appropriately she 
has fortified the latter’s spine with thoses 
extracted from the cacti, but fortunately 
has not added the orange seeds to her 
burden; as for the horns, if man, evoluted 
into her chattel and possession, shall dare 
prove unfaithful to his masterhalf, the 
foreign comic papers may yet endow her 
with them! 

But the last, blest, blazing evolute, 
marking that notch in the bachelor girl’s 
progress when man just remains her eco- 
nomic equal, is that she now provides her 
own meal ticket! These first sprouted in 
the storied Latin Quarter, where it is 
etiquette for the waiter to bring two 
checks, and for the girl to pay hers and 
give her own tip—unless she belongs to 
some of their nice gradations in the old- 
est profession. 

Indeed, for those who walk in the en- 
chanted gardens of the Luxembourg, Evo- 
lution seems to use the minute hand of 
the clock on the Sorbonne as a ‘‘take- 
off,’’ and keep just one jump ahead of 
Time himself. So that for whatever 
problem, from emotions to economics, 
crops up, she offers you a pleasing, 
romance-tinted answer, ‘‘ready to wear 
home.’’ 

And all we had to do to acclimate this 
Gallic apotheosis of the meal ticket in our 
Bohemia and enable the least of us back- 
ward-slipping men to answer Epicurus’s 
admonition by shouting, ‘‘Then I’ll eat 
with her!’’ was to cross out the sex line 
in our old-established Dutch Treat Club! 
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CLOSE HARMONY 





What’s the use of hoping The Gossip 


ae = sadienl (OBSERVE the blotter, how it soaks 
hare lesley Up words and deeds of other folks; 




















Some way should be de- Then shows them up to me and you 
vised, also, to enable the In all details, but wrong side to. 
farmer to use last year’s : 
seed. It is against all laws A Gentle Hint 
of economy to keep using ‘‘I wish I hadn’t eaten that cake,’’ said 
new seed every year. If Tommy. 
the crops of 1913 could ‘‘Don’t you feel well?’’ asked his 
only be reshipped to the mother. 
market besarte it would save ‘“‘It isn’t that; but if I hadn't eaten it, 

odemaee much toil and worry. : I would still be able to eat it.’’ 
TO BE SETTLED THE OTHER WAY Only, of course, the publi- 
. ; , cations which use humor The Sad Truth 
Lady (to lawyer) —I thought if I could not setile it by fair means ihe 
myself that I would leave it entirely to you. should be enjoined from — Warner — Does your wife spend any 
using a jest twice. The time over the cookbook? 
rights of the humorist to vary the ancient Walker—No. It’s a condition, not a 


ivi the “Twice Over” ! “se 
Giving Literature joke and to receive space rates for his theory, that confronts me. 


O’E OF the magazines, despairing of arpeggios, runs, trills and syncopations oe 
ever finding any more short stories attached to an old theme should be held A self-made man needs a woman to put 


worth printing, has begun the republica- inviolate. —Arthur Chapman. on the finishing touches. 


tion of stories which appeared 

in previous issues. Only the J UDGE’S MOTION PICTURES 
ones which met with favorable 
comment on their first publi- 











IKE, THE TRAPPER 





cation will be reprinted, the ; 
editor assures his readers. Si Sh cane Ae 
WHIMPUS 


There are great possibili- 
ties in this plan. Instead of 
looking for any more books 
worth printing, why not re- 
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print only the novels which 

made their hits years ago? Oe : Lp eh 
Authors who are now com- Peeat . WITH WHIMPUS 
plaining that they do not make . ‘ PPORACENT. Ie 
sufficient royalties to live on Pare wi aoe 





will be compelled to turn to 
some more remunerative em- 
ployment, and thus prosperity 
will be thrust upon them by 
the kindly book manufac- badeces oA) 
turers. Lit TO SIDE-TRACK 
Instead of getting out more Tun WS WAY) 
newspapers, filled with the 
latest happenings all over the 
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world, why not print the news HE GETS IKE INTO 
that happened last week, last A CARD-GAME 
year or last generation? Even be tg 3 
century-old news might make & 

sk 


a tremendous hit, seeing that 
very few of us would remem- 
ber having seen it before. If 
such news created a sensation 
on its first publication, why 
is it not good for a thrill now? 

Let the idea be carried into 
mercantile pursuits. Instead 
of paying for new fabrics and 
Styles, why not load the 
shelves with the goods of — CUEENT 
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yesteryear? Why seek new WITH THE SKIN, 
Inventions, when the devices at ce » 


of our grandfathers will serve HUNGRY MOTH 
every purpose? The old in- 
ventions made a hit, and they 
should be able to do it again A Skin Game and a Skinner Skinned 
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Moi p Moras, fEMIEY 


Lady (to salesman who has shown entire stock)—No, that will not do. I want something 
more dainty—just a small piece for the bird cage. 


Onthe Commuters’ Train 


Dobbins—I got peas almost high enough 
to bush. Bet you I have peas from my 
own garden by the twentieth of June. 
Had ’em last year on the 
twenty-seventh. 

Barker—So did I, and 
my wife said they cost us 
two dollars a quart. I’m 
not raising peas this year, 
but I got some dandy 
strawberries coming on. 
I was weeding that straw- 
berry patch at five-thirty 
o’clock this morning. 

Higgins—-The man that owns the va- 
cant lot back of my house says I can have 
it for a chicken run if I want to raise 
chickens. Hunter says he hasn’t bought 
anegg fora year. Gets them from his 
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own hens. 

Darby—Yes; and his wife told mine 
that she believed that those eggs cost ten 
cents each. Feed is so high, to say noth- 
ing of the chickens getting out and doing 
so much mischief in the Smythes’ flower 
garden that they haven’t spoken to the 
Darbys since and threatened a suit for 
damages. 

Putnam—Say, can't we do something 
to get the town to give us more street 
lamps? A lamp every quarter of a mile 
isn’t quite up to the way they light up 
on Broadway. It was so pesky dark last 
night when i was out with my car, I had 
to run it as if it were a baby carriage. 
Can’t see your hand before you on a dark 
and stormy night if you are between the 
lamps. 

Turner—I never take my car out at 
night any more. Too many mud holes to 
run into and spatter mud all over every- 


thing and everybody. It took me three 
hours to clean the car the last night I had 
it out. What’s this about the Dolbys and 


the Simpsons not speaking to each other 


any more? 

Farley—They got into a row over 
whose duty it was to paint a fence 
between their lots, and the Dolby 
dog killed a kitten belonging to the 
Simpsons, and they say Dolby is go- 
ing to offer his house for sale ‘‘to 
colored people only.’’ 

Putney—Did you hear about the 





Benleys sending a note over to their 
nearest neighbors, the Tilltons, asking 
them not to keep their phonograph going 
more than five hours a day and not to run 
it at all after eleven-thirty at night? 
The Tilltons sent back word that they 
would limit the activity of their pho- 
nograph when the Benleys stopped allow- 
ing their piano to be pounded on four 
hours a day and forbade their oldest girl 
trying to imitate Melba and Farrar after 
eleven at night. 

Jowler—Here we are nearing the Grand 
Centrai. Gee! but I pity the people who 
have to live in the city, with all its arti- 
ficiality and the trifles that occupy their 
time and thought. You can live next 
door to people ten years and never know 
who they are. It’s me for the far-distant 
suburbs! 

Darby (confidentially to Putney)—It’s 
me for the city and good old Broadway in 
the fall! My wife says she’ll leave me if 
I ask her to stay another winter out there. 
Fact is, I’d leave her if she wanted me to 
stay—-I would, by thunder! 


—Masc Merruman. 





““ Oh, I'm so sorry I can’t marry you. I had no idea you thought of me that way!”’ 
** Well, what do you suppose I've been letting your father beat me at golf all the time for ?’’ 
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A Parable 





HEN IT came to Pass 
that a certain 
Young Man, jour- 
neying into a Far 
Country and En- 
gaging himself in 
the Toils of procur- 











ing this, our Daily 
Bread, was sore be- 
set and afflicted 
with a Woeful Trou- 
ble, in that there 
appeared beforehim 
on a Day a Maiden. 
And she was Fairer 
than the Lilies. 

Then the Young 
Man, weary of his Labors, sought for him- 
self the Precious Company of the Maid. 
And his Heart was as Wax. But it also 
was troubled. 

And he said, ‘‘Behold, this Maiden 
would I fain take unto me, for she is 
Fair and Comely; yet would I seek Cold 
Reason, for Beauty is but Transient. I 
will hie me to the Wise Man and seek his 
Goodly Counsels.’’ 

And when he had found him, he spake 
thus: ‘‘Goodly Father of Wisdom, teach 
me that I may know this Love of mine, 
which Consumeth me, is, of a Truth, that 
which Faileth not.’’ 


And the Wise Man made an- 
swer, saying, ‘‘Oh, Youth of 
Folly, wherefore shouldst De- 
cember counsel June” Get thee 
unto thy Maiden and ask thine 
Heart to teach thee.’’ 

But the Young Man, sore 
distrest, besought the Wise Man 
that he might question him 
straitly. And the Wise Man 
spake and said, 

‘‘Give ear, oh, Few of Years, 
and answer: Hast not at Times, 
with Lights but Dim, communed 
with thy Love upon thy knees? 
Knewst thou not then the love 
which binds Ye Twain in One? 
Beat not thy loving Hearts 
yet Faster and again?’’ 

And the Young Man made 
answer and spake in this wise: 
‘*Yea, Wisdom; yet dol fear.”’ 

Then spake again the Wise 
Man, saying, ‘‘ Hearken and Ex- 
pound to me: When other men 
their shadows cast about this 
Love, thy Lady, hast thou not 
felt thy Heartstrings nigh to 
Snap, Anxious, and with Fear 
and Jealousy aroused? Thus 
shalt thou know how near thy 
Heart she lies.’’ 

Then spake again the Youth: 

**All this, Oh, Wisest Counsel- 
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sé y . . . ” 
What people can see in evening clothes is beyond me! 


or, has come to pass; yet give, 
I pray thee, of thy Wisdom, 
proof that shalt set my fear at 
Naught.”’ 

Then of his mighty Wisdom 
spake the Magi: ‘‘Return unto 
thy Light of Love, oh, Great of 
Youth and Small of Faith, and 
in returning, take unto Thy- 
self my last and Greatest Coun- 
sels. If thou would sure dis- 
cover that this Thing, which 





eateth out thy Heart, is Real 
and Earnest, get thee to thy 
Lady’s House at Break of Day 
and patiently await until she 
taketh in the Milk. Thus shalt 
thou then Return to me, that I 
may know what is thy Heart.’’ 

Then sadly spake the Young 
Man, ‘‘Even so,’’ and thus de- 
parted. 

Ere many days were passed, 
there came unto the Wise Man 
once again the Youth, in Haste 
and Eagerness intense. And he 
was Weary. 

And the Wise Man spake unto 
him, saying, ‘‘Tell me, my Son, 
‘if thou didst do as even I ex- 
pounded unto thee?”’ 

And the Young Man made 
answer, ‘‘Of a Truth I waited 
weary Hours, and as I looked, 


























Stout lady—My goodness! I just barely caught this train, and I 
ran like a deer all the way ‘to the station ! 


behold, I saw the Form of Her I hold 
Most Dear, clad in Mysterious Garment of 
one Piece and Blue, all Tight wrapped 
round about Her, and Most Careful held. 
And her Hair, as if with Sweetmeats cov- 
ered, clad all in Curls of Paper and with 
strange shapes of Curious Metal, keeping 
her Hair in Bondage most unwilling.”’ 

Then said the Wise Man, ‘‘Hearken 
unto me, Oh, Youth, and say what fore- 
most was in all thy Thoughts when thus 
thou didst behold her.”’ 

And the Young Man, answering, said 
unto him, ‘‘Oh, Man of Wisdom, me- 
thought I saw an Angel out of Heaven 
descended. ”’ 

Then the Wise Man arose, even to a 
Great Height, and spake, saying, ‘‘Of a 
Truth, this Love of Thine is Great and 
Good, even passing all understanding. 
Go in peace, for thou hast been Sorely 
Tried. Behold, thy Love hast Met and 
Conquered the Curse of the Kimono and 
the Curl Paper.’’ 

And the Young Man, girding up his 
Loins, set his Face toward his Lady and 
was exceeding Comforted. 


—Cameron Fergusson. 


His Theory 


‘‘Waiter, the dessert prices are very 
high. How do they justify charging a 
dollar for ‘Alaska-Florida’?’’ 

‘‘T hardly know, sir, unless they figure 
in the trip.”’ 
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THE MODERN WOMAN | 


The Homemaker 


OT AS of old her life in isolation lies, 
As though in silent haunts were 
sheltered all its ties, 

Where bird and breeze and bloom and 
snowy clouds unfurled, 

And love and tender faces make for her a 
world; 

While the unceasing strifes upon life’s 
highways seem 

But harshly drifting echoes heard as in a 
dream. 

Rather she lives and moves, athrill in 
these new days, 

With all the purpose and 
the power of those in 
wider ways. 

For now she feels her 
being swing in rhythm 
with the race, 

And with its larger hopes 
all her secret thoughts 
keep pace, 

As if in safety harbored 
under the curved 
shore’s lee, 

Aloof yet vibrant with 
the throbbing outer sea, 

Her little bay of home 
eddies with tides that 
creep, 

And surges with the 
storms that thunder 
o’er the deep. 


pease 
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Busy Tongues 

HERE are one hun- 
dred and sixty-five 
volunteer suffrage speak- 
ers in New York City, 
and their favorite ros- 
trums are soap boxes on 
corners, where they catch 
Will and Sue out for the 
air and Mr. and Mrs. Flat 
takingastroll. Although 
the fashionables are afar 
ut breezy spots, quite a 
considerable chunk of city 
folk are getting educated 
in the streets. Of course 
it is simply horrifying 
for women to show their faces and open 
their mouths in our thoroughfares, but 
what can you expect when the public 

greets them with an appreciative grin? 


The Peace Parade 
NEW YORK paper, commenting edi- 
torially upon the two thousand women 
who marched down Fifth Avenue to show 
that their sympathies were for peace and 
not for war, characterized their efforts 
as mare ‘‘pathetic than powerful.’’ The 
idea, when the marchers were accom- 
panied by that tremendous influence mu- 





Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 





nificently granted by the Empire State to 
all its females—indirect influence! In- 
stead of bursting forth in prayers and 
pleadings as in the home, it took to pe- 
destrianism, and looming mightily across 
the horizon, dwarfed the petty political 





WITH ALL HER FADS I LOVE HER STILL 


power of men and must have convinced 
even the most skeptical of the uneasy sex 
that woman needs nothing else to combat 
wrong and to conjure right. A _ public 
demonstration of indirect influence, there- 
fore, ought to make any editor refrain 
from unfavorable comments; but this one 
is unabashed, and ends his remarks with 
the assertion that ten times the number 
of women would march for war as came 
out for peace. This may be true, but we 
doubt whether the institutions that hold 
them in durance vile would let them out 
for a parade to glorify carnage. 


Helping the Home 

MORE and more the government of the 

United States is endeavoring to en- 
ter into the everyday life of its citizens 
and give them practical aid in living. In 
the year book of the Department of Agri- 
culture for 1913, Mr. C. F. Langworthy 
gives a summary of the way in which the 
various bureaus of the department strive 
to serve the American homemaker. The 
Bureau of Animal Industry, through in- 
vestigations, improves the standard of 
domestic animals and so 
makes for better meat, 
milk, butter and eggs, 
leather and wool; the Bu- 
reau of Chemistry, study- 
ing fruits, sugar and 
bread, gives accurate in- 
formation about them; 
the Bureau of Plant In- 
dustry makes for vege- 
tables of higher quality, 
and the Bureau of Ento- 
mology aids in the war- 
fare against flies, ants, 
mosquitoes and moths. 
For twenty years these 
various bureaus have been 
at work, and, beside this, 
women may have the bene- 
fit through printed pamph- 
lets of the results of vari- 
ous nutrition tests that 
have been carried on in 
a scientific way. Thus 
man, assisting the kitchen 
sex to do housework easi- 
ly and wisely, gives this 
same sex leisure for 
gadding, gossiping and 
going for their rights. 
Of course he oft emits 
disapproving howls; but 
if Betty can consult a 
bureau, why should she 
not drop baking by intui- 
tion and marketing by 
instinct and get busy at other things? 


Women Snipers 

GERMAN officer writes that it is nec- 
essary to burn villages, because civil- 
ians, especially women, shoot the advanc- 
ing troops. Here is woman’s emotional 
nature onthe rampage. Instead of sitting 
down and meditating in melancholy quiet 
on the departure of her men folk to destruc- 
tion, she rises up and takes a hand in the 
melee herself. She should restrain her 
feelings and not sully the cold, calm rea- 

son of male conflict by unseemly choler. 
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Diamond Stars 


By ED A. GOEWEY 
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Connie Mack 
Manager | 
Champion Athletics 


CONNIE MACK, manager of the world’s 

' champions, is a pretty busy man from 
the beginning of the spring practice sea- 
son until his boys have concluded their 
annual try for the big pennant; but dur- 
ing the winter months he has leisure to 
tell a good baseball yarn or two. One of 
the best of these concerns an unusually 
enthusiastic fan, whoowns the concession 
privileges at one of the largest parks on 
the National League circuit, and who was 
watched with interest by Connie one day 
when his own team was idle and he thus 
had an opportunity to witness a game in 
the rival organization. 

On the afternoon in question the score 
stood 1—1 in the ninth inning when the 
home team went to bat, encouraged by 
the shouts of thousands, including the 
“‘boss’’ of the peanut and ‘‘soft stuff’’ 
boys. The first two men up went out by 
the three-strike route, but the next bat- 
ter slammed the ball safely for a single 
and tore to third when the man who fol- 
lowed him ‘‘came through’’ with a dou- 
ble. A pinch hitter who had gained fame 
a3 the greatest of his kind was sent in to 
clean up and win the contest. He never 
made a motion toward the three wide 
balls pitched in his direction, but the 
umpire deliberately called them strikes 
and waved the batsman out. 

This meant extra innings, and Mack 
looked around to see how the peanut 
“boss’’ was behaving, in view of the 
fearful blunders of the indicator holder, 
which had robbed the home team of a 
chance to win in the ninth. There stood 
the concessionaire, with tears running 
down his cheeks, his hands clinched to- 
gether, and apparently unable to articu- 
late, though his mouth was wide open. 
Suddenly his rolling eyes fell upon one of 
his peanut dispensers, who, like himself, 
was standing stock-still in amazement 
and gazing at the umpire. One jump, 
and with a roar that could be heard above 
the hisses of the fans, the unlucky vender 
was brought to his senses with, ‘‘ Here, 
you, sell your peanuts! Ain’t it bad 
enough for that thieving umpire to rob 
me, without you losing money for me at 
the same time?’’ 
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Daniel O’'Connell—The Liberator” 


LD ERIN has given the world many a genius and many a Lover of Liberty, but none greater 
than the eloquent O'Connell. This noble Irishman unselfishly devoted 
every moment of his life to regain the Freedom of his Fatherland. His oratory, 

because of its flaming earnestness, exercised a powerful influence over the House of Com- [ts] 
mons and hastened many reforms for Ireland. Daniel O’Connell was the first to realize 
the irresistible strength ofa union of millions of Irishmen, and to this end he labored 
night and day. Huge mass meetings were everywhere organized throughout Ireland 
and addressed by the masterful O'Connell. When confident of success and with victory | 
in sight he was artested and condemned to prison. hen liberated his splendid constitu- [ 
tion was shattered, but he continued until his dying hour to work and pray for Irish [ 
liberty. It is needless to say that Daniel O'Connell was opposed to any Prohibitory 
legislation which invaded the Natural Rights of Man. He would no more vote for 
such tyrannous enactments than will our millions of Irish-American citizens. 
They know that there is no evil in the barley brews and light wines of their fathers 
—EVIL ONLY IS IN THE MAN WHO MISUSES THEM. For 57 years Anheuser- 
Busch have honestly brewed honest beers, and they are proud of the popu- 
larity their great brand Budweiser enjoys with those of Irish blood. Our Irish 
citizens have helped to make our nation great among the nations of the world. 
Seven thousand, five hundred people are daily required to keep pace with the nat- 
ural demand for Budweiser. 


“NATIONAL HERO SERIES™ NO. 8 






















ANHEUSER-BUSCH ° ST. LOUIS, U.S.A. 





Bottled only at the home plant. 


‘Means Moderation 














THE EUROPEAN SITUATION 


is raising the already high cost of living, but the low cost for advertising space in The Magazine of Fun 
remains the same—20 cents a line for a constantly increasing circulation which already exceeds 35,000 
copies each issue. We do not believe there is 


A BETTER BUY IN THE COUNTRY 


considering that about 90% of this 35,000 is quality circulation; among people who pay 10 cents for each 
issue of The Magazine of Fun—people who are in a position to buy your product. Judge from the fact 
that three-quarters of our advertisers run “‘till forbid’? that The Magazine of Fun brings results. Our 
December forms will close on October 15th—send in your copy and reap results! 15% discount is 
allowed for six consecutive insertions. Address 


THE MAGAZINE OF FUN 225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 
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In The Spotlight of Honor 


In competition with foreign champagne, Great 
Western received the highest recognition. For 
brilliancy, bouquet, flavor, fragrance—for all the 
qualities that make champagne recognized as 
out of the ordinary. 


Great Western 
Champagne 


Special Reserve 
Extra Dry - ’Nery‘be 
The only American Champagne ever Awarded a Gold Medal at 
Foreign Expositions. Paris Exposition, France, 1867. Paris Exposi- 
tion, France, 1889. Paris Exposition, France, 1900. Vienna Exposi- 
tion, Austria, 1873. Bruxelles Exposition, Belgium, 1897. Bruxelles 
Exposition, Beigium, 1910. 


Pleasant Valley Wine Co. 


Rheims, N.Y. 


OLDEST AND LARGEST MAKERS OF CHAMPAGNE IN AMERICA 




















HOTEL EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 
@ A Step from Broadway. 
@ Absolutely Fireproof. 
@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, tront of house, 
one person, $2.00; two people, $3.50 Why 
pay more when our service is equalled only 
by the best ? 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


E. W. WARFIELD, - - Manager 











Evan 


and BROWN 


Stout 


IN BOTTLES AND SPLITS 











Stories ‘with Smifes 


Zeke’s Reformation—Camp meeting was 
in full blast. Sounds of shouting filled 
the air. Suddenly Zeke Billikin, Farmer 
Billikin’s ‘‘inecorrigible’’ son, leaped to 
his feet, with tears streaming from his 
eyes. 

“IT got it! I gotit!’’ he exulted. ‘‘I’m 
through with my evil ways. From this 
day forth I vow to speak the truth and 
nothing but the truch!’’ 

‘**Zeke,’’ said his father feelingly, after 
supper that night, ‘‘] was right glad to 
hear you speak right out in meetin’ that 
there way to-day. It warms my old heart 
to think that at last my son is a good boy 
and will speak nothin’ but the truth. 
Suppose you start in right now by tellin’ 
me where you are goin’ to-night.’’ 

Zeke settled his hat on his head. 

**Pap, I'll tell you the truth and noth- 
in’ else, like I swore. I’m jest goin’ out 
to feed the chickens.”’ 

‘*But, Zeke, the chickens has been 
fed,’’ objected old Billikin. 

**Some of ’em hain’t,’’ said Zeke, and 
closed the door after him. 

Long after midnight, in the town’s 
swellest cafe, Zeke was still feeding the 
chickens. -— Detroit Free Press. 


Not a Direct Answer—A lawsuit was 
recently in fuil swing, anc during its 
progress a witness was cross-examined 
as to the habits and character of the 
defendant. 

‘*Has Mr. M- a reputation for being 
abnormaly lazy?’’ asked counsel briskly. 

‘*Well, sir, it’s this way’’—— 

‘*Will you kindly answer the question 
asked?’ struck in the irascible lawyer. 

‘Well, sir, I was going to say it’s this 
way. Idon’t want to do the gentleman 
in question any injustice, and I won’t go 
as fur as to say, sir, that he’s lazy ex- 
actly; but if it required any voluntary 
work on his part to digest his food—why, 
he’d die from lack of nourishment, sir.’’ 
—San Francisco Star. 





‘‘There’s nothing in that early-bird- 
catches-the-worm story. I’ve been out 
here all night and haven’t seen one!’’ 

A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott's 


Bitters Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott 
& Co., Baltimore, Md [Apv.] 
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January 18, 1816, 

I walked to Bob's house over on 

the Turnpike, last night, and we 

played at backgammon. Although he 

plays but indifferently we!!, the even- 

ing was a pleasant one—aided by a 

bottle of fine 


Old Overholt Rye 


“‘Same for 100 years”’ 


It has satisfied and warmed the 
hearts of connoisseurs since the 
early days of the Nation, 

Made of purest mountain 
water and the best of sun- 
ripened grain. Aged in the 
wood and bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa, 
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GREATEST VALUES EVER OFFERED, 
Solid 10kt. gold scarf pin, 31.00. kt, 
solid gold tie clasp, 90 cts. 10kt. solid 
gold cuff Liuks, $1.25. 


INITIAL ENGRAVED FREE 


Seld at these unheard of low 
esto introduce car Beautifully Hlus- 
“<i Jewelry Catalog of over 3,000 





ns Catalog free on request 

KR GUARANTEES: Money refanded 

if purchase is not satisfactory, Safe delivery 

of all orders. ALL GOODS PREPAID. 
THE THOMPSON FIELD CO, 

Dept. B 19 Park Row New York City 








OF BRAINS 
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-MADE AT KEY WEST 


A Pictorial 
R ecord of the War 


With such men as James H. Hare, 
the greatest war photographer in 
the world, at the front for Leslie’s. 
you can, by saving the magazine, 
own a volume that will have enor- 
mous educational value for your 
children and their posterity in turn. 


FOR MEN 





Purchase a binder now that will hold 
52 issues—don’‘t wait to regret your 


negligence. 


$1.50 


Charges paid 


Leslie - Judge 
Company 
225 Fifth Ave. 
New York 
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Passing the Mustard 


Not a Failure 
How do I know this season’s great 
In an early crop of peaches? 
I’ve been down and looked ’em over 
Along the ocean beaches. 
—Ed Mott, in New York Sun. 


Military Dinner—‘‘We had a military 


dinner to-day.”’ 

“I don’t understand. ”’ 

‘‘A flank steak.’’ 

‘‘How’d you get along with it?’’ 

“I gave it a tough battle, but it re- 
sisted my attack.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


Valuable Member of Society — ‘‘ Wher- 
ever that man goes, he raises the stand- 
ard.”’ 

‘Is he such a model?”’ 

‘“‘No; he just carries the flag for a mi- 
litia regiment.’’— Baltimore American. 


Sympathy —Old gentleman (who has just 
finished reading an account of a shipwreck 
with loss of passengers and all hands)— 
Ha! Iam sorry for the poor sailors that 
were drowned! 

Old lady Sailors! It isn’t the sailors; 
it’s the passengers I am sorry for. The 
sailors are used to it.—Pittsburgh Chron- 
icle-Telegraph. 


Good Advice—Mrs. Styles-—But, Wil- 
liam, I can’t keep my eyes shut to such a 
rumor as that! 

Mr. Styles—I don’t ask you to, dear. 
Only try to keep your mouth shut.— Yon- 
kers Statesman. 


Satisfied — Dr. Busier — How is your 
practice? 

Dr. Grassler—First rate; it couldn’t 
be better. I had more than twelve hun- 
dred patients last year and didn’t lose a 
single cent.— Toledo Blade. 





“‘Now, I wonder if I had better geta 
winter coat and cap or fly south.” 


canes BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its purity has made it famous.” 
We the case of six class stoppered bottles. [apvr.] 
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That Made Milwa 





Schlitz 


Brown 
Bottle — 
the Strong 
Link 


It’s your safeguard against 3 
impurity. It conserves | | | 
the effort and integrity put | i | | | 
into the brewing. ui | i 


It protects the beer from light. 


i 





No matter how pure the beer—light plays 


havoc with the purity and starts decay. 
Pure beer is a healthful food. 
Beer in light bottles is—??? 
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in Brown Bottles 


Ordcr a Case Today 


ukee Famous. 




























See that Crown 
is branded 
“‘Schlitz’’ 
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Dept. 511 


Two piece suit, cut in the lat- | to date.” Every 


est city style. Made to your in- 


manship and wear guaranteed. Avenue, New Yc 


Made-to-Measure| ROMEIKE’ 


Express Prepaid $ 00 friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 


Press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you ali newspaper clippings 
which may aprear about you, your 


newspaper and periodical of importance 


| in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
dividual measure. Fit, work- | $5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 


ork. 





NO EXTRA CHARGE 
for peg tops, no matter how extreme you 
order them. 
Agents A good live hustler in every town 





of real cloth samples of all the latest materials 
FREE. Fifty Fashion Plates. 
We Pay Big Money 
to our agents everywhere. Turn your spare time into 
cash by takine orders for our stylish clothes. Weite to- 
day for beantifal FREE outfit 
The Progress Tailoring Co. 

CHICAGO 
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you wealth. Wri 
Get Your Paten 
{ Patent Attorneys 








BROSE CA 833 Dept. |,.;, » 108 N. State St., CHICAGO, ILL> 


NDS ON CREDIT 







rite for Our Free Cataiog, Over 2,0 idustrations of Diamonds, 


Iry. Select any article desired, have itsent 

; to take orders for our celebrated So you prapald, "Wi entishastety, cond wo eng-Uith of per- 

Wa nted made-to-measure clothes. Dozens chase price and keep it, balance in eight equal monthly pay- 
mei 


nts. if pot just what you return at our «xpense. 





IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 


te for “Needed Inventions’’ ard “How to 
t and Your Money.” Randoiph & Co., 
Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 























Next, Please! 


‘*The factory over the way sends their 
compliments, and will you switch off onto 
another note, cos a lot of the ’ands ’ave 
mistook it for the dinner ’our?’’—Tatler 
(London). 





wt an 


— 


Strategy 


‘*I say, old chap, I’m in shocking luck. 
I want money badly and haven’t the least 
idea where I can get it.’’ 

**Well, I m glad to hear that. I thought 
perhaps you had an idea you could borrow 
from me !’’—Bulletin (Sydney). 


Jim 


The Costume 


“Milyen flirdikosztiimét caindltatnak, hilgyeim?” 


“Modernt, hasitottat. Hogy be tudjon folyni a viz.” 


‘*‘What kind of bathing costume will 
you wear, ladies?’’ 

**The latest slit kind, of course, so that 
the water may flow through it.’’—Bors- 
szem Janko (Budapest). 














The Song That Reached Her Heart 


Fair flounderer—Oh, Archie, Archie, 
what do I do now? 

Little vulgar boy—Git aht an’ git un- 
der !— Sketch (London). 














Sentimental 


“Co to, Kacenko. ze jste dneska popel tak porddne 
pokropila ?” 

“Ale on ji opustil kanonyr, tak ona to skropila 
sizami.” 


‘*How’s that, Kitty? 
ashes so well to-day !’’ 

**Oh, her artilleryman left her, so she 
wet them with her tears.’’—Humoristicke 
Listy (Prague). 


You've wet the 

















Copyright, Fliegende Blaetter 


The Humanitarian 


Herr (eine Sommerfrischierin beobachtend, die in 
wildem Laufe vor einer Kuh fliichtet und dabei ihren 
fetten Mops hinter sich herzieht) —Na, so eine Tier- 
quiilerei ! 

Gentleman (watching a summer guest 
as she wildly runs away from a cow and 
drags her fat puppy after her)—My, what 
cruelty to animals!—Fliegende Blaetter 
(Munich). 

















James H. Hare 


The War Photographer 


Now at the 
Front for 


Leslie's | 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


LESLIE’S has also arranged 
for the entire pictorial war 


service of the London Daily 
and Weekly Graphic. 
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Leslie's 


All News Stands, 10c. 











Learn the New Dances 

Thorough and pra mm give » One- 
Step, the Tango, at 1d the “ie sitation Ww ‘alts, the 
Most popular M » Dae ‘ 

The whole country is n ad ab ut the senewdances Be up- 
to-date. Don't stick t the ld Waltz and Two-Step. They 
are dances of the past, now 

No need of instruct from expensive dancing masters, We 
teach you right n your vn home at one-tenth the cost. Re- 
mar — sults attal 1 by ir syste Satisfaction guaran- 
teed nev ed You } eubehie oak enue 


Write Today for Full Partle ulars. It's Free. 
AMERICAN DANCE STUDIOS 








4 Metropoltt: um Bide. Olean, N.Y. 
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jog. Over 2,000illustrations of Diamonds, 


ree Cata: 
Watches, Jewelry. Nclect any article desired, have it sen’ 
2 tay LA d te salisfactory send us one-fifth of pur- 
Brice an; ikeep it, balance in eight equal monthly pay- 
what you wish, return at our expense. 
“Bere , i086. State St., CHICAGO, I 




















With The Coflege ¥ Wits 


Why He Couldn’t—Daily reporter (to 
student in jail) —Will you please give me 
your side of the story? 

Victim—I would like to, but I’m not at 
liberty.— Michigan Gargoyle. 


Anticipatory — ‘‘You look tired, Bill. 
What’s the matter?’’ 

‘‘Been studying for a makeup exami- 
nation,”’ 

‘*That so? When did you start in?’’ 

“**To-morrow.’’—Columbia Jester. 


Not Wanted—Wyn—Why do you talk 
about your own intelligence? It is bad 
form, man. . 

Ches—I know it is, but it got me re- 
lieved from jury duty once. — Stanford 
Chaparral. 


He Also Works— Father— My son, I 
worked my way through college. 
—Maybe you don’t call it work to 
have to wash my runabout before I can 
take it out every Saturday afternoon.— 
California Pelican. 


Things No Man Likes To Do 

Introduce his very good-looking room- 
mate to the girl he has down to the game. 

Have the spotlight reflected on him by 
a female vaudeville artist. 

Have his fortune tied up in Mexican 
government bonds. 

Tell her the reason he didn’t get better 
Seats was because he was broke.—Prince- 
ton Tiger. 





Students’ Co-operative Societv 
—California Pelican. 


Caemeeeeiie—Linte Robert was play- 
ing with his army of tin soldiers one Sun- 
day afternoon, when his mother entered 
the room. 

‘‘Why, Bob,’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘how 
many times have I told you not to play 
with your army on Sunday?’’ 

‘‘Well, you see, mother,’’ explained 
Bob, ‘‘this is the Salvation Army.’’— 
Everybody’s Magazine. 


Strategy—Hans and Fritz, two small 
boys, had gone to the rink to skate. 
Hans’s overcoat hampered him and he 
wanted to get rid of it. The German 
coatroom person does not check your coat 
unless you pay your fee. The fee was 
only a penny, but Hans did not have the 
penny. He was at a loss. 

‘‘Huh, it’s dead easy !’’ spoke up Fritz. 
‘Give me your overcoat. I'll take it to 
the man at the checking place and say I 
found it. He’ll put it away. When you 
are ready to go home, you go to him and 
ask if anybody has turned a lost overcoat 
in to him. Then, of course, you’ll get 
yours.’’—New York Evening Post. 


Pears’ 


“A scowling look is alto- 
gether unnatural.” 

All the features of Pears’ 
_ Soap are pleasing. A_natur- 
| ally good soap for the com- 
plexion. 
| 
| 





Sold by the cake and in boxes. 


15 poten FREE Use 


Moth 





A Miodepent Ree as trentay 


3 

or wedding gift. Protect furs and + Factory 
woolens from moths, mice, dust and . Prices 
damp. Every home needs one, Charming! Freight 
usefu and decorative. Write for qerainey ope pees Prepaid 
catalog showing all beautiful designs in a fismment, C Chests Fale 


Wie" low prices. Also 
. Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. pept. sot, 86, Stateovilie, N.C. 


LA FOLLETTE’S 
WEEKLY 


Tella you fearlessly, candidly interest. 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription pri-s, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 


if you will send us the names of five per- 
sons interested in the progressive cause. 


La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 


HOTEL PURITAN 


Commonwealth eAvenue-—@) 



















Write for attractive 
!booklet with guide 














ART STUDIES 


EXQUISITE DEN PICTURES FROM LIFE 


Genuine Photos of living models in bewitching 
,08e8. Classy work for art lovers. 3 swell cab- 
nets. 25c; 6, 0c, with 6 1-2x8 1-2 photo FREE 
with every order for 6. DOLLAK SPECIAL. 6 
cabinets, two 61-2 x 81-2, and 60 small photos all 
for $1. 10¢ extra for sealed postage. MONEY 
BACK IF NOT AS REPRESENTED. 


KING CO., 6004 J. W., ANDOVER, OHIO 














WHITE GEMS gees 


Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumredin1]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stud for 
all wnarges prepaid. No money ‘in advance, 















examination - 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


WHIT E VALLEY GEM CO., 7% Wukio Bide. +9 





lf coming to New York 
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? 


a bp York 
THE CLENDENING aie oe 


Suites of Parlor, Bedroom, Private Bath for two persons $2.00 
daily. Write for descriptive booklet K with fine map of city. 

















Mystery 
of the 
Sixth 


Sense 










In the little village at home he had lost her. He had 
searched for her the world over. He had longed for 
her and loved her. At last, he gave it up and came 
to New York to live in a shabby boarding house. 
There in his own room he found her. In the dust 
of the corners, he felt her presence. Inthe bureau 
drawers — in the very air, he knew her presence. 
She had been there but a short week before. 


Send the coupon for this story and the other 274 stories 
in 12 handsome volumes that you get for a little price. 


O. HENRY 


Send coupon—without money—for 274 stories in 12 fine volumes—throbbing with life—with the life of 
city streets and the life of the Far West plains—of the innocent shrinking with shame, of the guilty who 
joyously sin, of healthy and jolly fun, of laughter clear and sane—of the weaknesses pardoned by love—and 
the unforgivable crime. 
Send for them all on approval. Send for them at once so you will get the 179 Kipling stories free 








90,000 Own This Edition Already senators and authors, actors and artists, and plain people of 
From the few who snapped up the first edition at $125 a set distinction. FA ae 
; ° , - » 8 
before it was off =, a to “ =e “a a mann Send Coupon and You Will Understand Why ? 
sought the beautifu volumes offered you here—from the Other Nations Are Going Wild Over Him oo a 
stylist who sits among his books to the man on the street— Sen daninaail al a 30 Irving Pla 
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